LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                l6g

said that God inspired him. He had been
accused of trying to kill his porter with a
dagger, but it was a crucifix. While the
man talked he kept his hand in the pocket of
his coat, and I expected him to draw from it
a dagger. He could find one easily on my
table. There was nothing near me except
a Turkish pipe, and I was calculating the
moment when prudence would dictate that I
should break it on his head. At last he drew
from his terrible pocket a rosary. He fell
on his knees. I retained a glacial coolness,
but I was afraid, for what can one do with a
madman ?

CXCIX.

PARIS, July 21, 1859.

MY letter of yesterday crossed yours.
Yours was not a letter, but a curling-paper.
I am reading the " Letters of Madame du
Deffand," which will amuse you. They im-
press me with the sincerity and the fidelity
of the writer's affections. These people
were more amiable than we and than you,
whom I love no more. Good-by. I am in
too bad a humor to write more.
